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broad rays on to the variegated mountain and valley, river and
meadow, striking out brilliant gems of sunlit emerald green on the
hill sides.
Teddy Bevan walked with me to Pont Vaen. In the street we met
Mrs. Allen's carriage with Mrs. Allen and Mrs. Oswald. Mrs. Allen
was dressed as I told her like a duchess in a magnificent ermine cape.
The Bridges were at home, gave us tea and showed us all their
poultry, the white Brahmas, the golden-pencilled and silver-
spangled Hambros, and that ferocious wild beast the silver pheasant
who has at length been tamed by having his long spurs cut, and
has at last consented to allow his wife of the period to live. He killed
all the rest.
I had a great business at Owen's getting some crackers. The
people seemed to me to be all mad or drunk. A chorus of boys in
the street was singing and enquiring in loud strains, 'Where is now
the prophet Daniel? Where are now the Twelve Apostles?' A kdy
bowed to me across the street and evidently wished to speak to me.
I approached her and bowed and she began, *Oh, Dr. Clouston* — I
explained that she had made a mistake, whereat she fell into great
confusion and profuse apologies. But I begged her not to regard
the matter for I was used to being mistaken for Dr. Clouston.
Home across the river roaring in the dark.
Before I settled down for the evening I went into old Hannah
Whitney's and sat awhile with her. She spoke of the two extra-
ordinary sermons she heard preached in Llanbedr Church by 'Parson
Button', Parson Williams of Llanbedr. 'He was a good Churchman
but he was a very drunken man/ 'How then being a very drunken
man could he be a good churchman?* 'Oh, he read the Lessons very
loud and he was a capital preacher. He used to say to the people in
his sermons, "My brethren", says he, "don't you do as I do, but you
do as I say".' He was very quarrelsome, a fighting man, and fre-
quently fought at Clyro on his way home from Hay. One night he
got fighting at Clyro and was badly beaten and mauled. The next
Sunday he came to Llanbedr Church bruised black and blue, with
his head broken and swollen nose and two black eyes. However,
he faced his people and in his sermon glorified himself and his
prowess and gave a false account of the battle at Clyro in which he
was worsted, but in which he represented himself as having proved
victorious. The text was taken from Nehemiah xiii, 25. 'And I

